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One Bullet 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, | know it's been a while since | posted something. It almost unintentionally turned out dark since | tried 
working on a creepy horror fic not too long ago. | nearly lost the mindset for silly/smutty things. Don't worry, 


lIl see if | can do some in the near future. Anyhow, this story's been edited a little for more realism. 


A single bullet slips into the chamber from a hand. Jean-Michel, the possessor of the gun, gives the cylinder a 
spin before clipping it back in and starting the lethal game of chance. 


Placing it in the middle of the small wooden table, he spins the revolver to decide who goes first. Jean-Michel 


remains unsurprised when the barrel just happens to point back to him. 

He starts the round by holding the end up to his temple. As calmly as he could, and much to the horror of 
the three men with him, Jean squeezes the trigger only to hear the click of the empty chamber. No bullet. 
With a sigh of relief and an intimidating glare, he puts the firearm on the table and passes it to Mario. 


Mario takes the revolver in hands and looks to his bandmates, shaking by his heart pounding. As he takes the 


barrel to his head, he ponders the negative consequences. If he gets the bullet, he's done for. The thought of 
having to shoot himself in front of his brother, who was across from him, scares him out of taking the risk. 
The heavy weight of the revolver forces him to put it down. And he stands up. 

"| can't do this," he whispers. "l. | can't." 

"Don't pussy out on us now. Act like a man and pull the trigger!" Christian hisses, dark eyes piercing. 

"Chris, no. Just let him leave," Joe defends, standing up for his sibling. Christian stares back in annoyance as 
Mario runs out of the room. He picks up the gun to take Mario's place, and holds it up. He pushes his finger 
down on the trigger, and gets an empty chamber in response. Smiling at Jean-Michel, they bump fists before 
Joe's turn comes. 

He takes the revolver off the table without reluctance. The game excites him. He never knows if he'll get a 
close call with death or not. Exhaling another breath, he readies himself and shoots, only to get an unfortunate 


repercussion. 


The force makes him collapse out of his seat, the gun falling to the hard ground with a loud clang Joe 
twitches once, blood streaming out the side of his head and below. His face is frozen and pale. 


The two surviving men look at each other with pure horror. 
"Do we..2" Christian chokes out. 


"We play again tomorrow." 


